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To those who hurt me, for building my creativity and giving 


me that sweet, sweet character development... 


..and to YOU, who bought this book! 
Thank you! 


"See, forgiveness doesn't happen all at once. It's not an event. 
it’s a process...It happens in the back of your mind, and then 
one day you realize that you don't hate the person anymore, 
that your anger has gone away somewhere, And you 
understand. You've forgiven them...Because anger and 
hatred, when left unfed, bleed away like air from a 
punctured tire, over time and days and years, Forgiveness is 


stealth. At least, that's what I hope.” 


Barry Lyga, Boy Toy 
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Whose Hands? 


Love is a desperate blessing, 
which is to say, 

you need it. 

However, it comes when you least expect it. 

You won’t see it coming. 

Every hand that touched your heart crumbled it. 
You wanted those hands to fondle your heart, 
you were wrong. 

Those filthy hands 
should’ve been clean ones. 


Whose clean hands? 


Words are Drawers 


(inspired by “Words are Birds” by Francisco X. Alarcén) 


Words are drawers 

You may shove them inside 

for nobody to hear 

Or release them 

To a pair of listening ears 

Some words are worth releasing 
Spread the word 

Some need it 

Others need to hear it 

Hear all about it! 

Whereas others, 

The drawer should stay shut 
They are not useful 

The words inside, they are unhelpful 
Don’t open it 

Lock it until the time 


Is right 


aw 16s 


- 


Some words are found 

While rummaging through your drawers, 
They find out, happy or unhappy 

Either or, 

they found your words 

You hid them on purpose 

Some words need deciding: 

take them out, 

or lock them in? 

It’s a hard decision, really 


Choose wisely. 


Hope Dying 
(imitation of “Blake Dying” from A Thousand Mornings by Mary Oliver) 


Ilay 
with my hands in my hair. 

Mind infected, cloudy, and spinning, 
in a never-ending cycle 

I’m convincing myself, I say, 

“I'm getting better.” 

Here we go again, brain rot comes 

as I sob into my dark sheets. 

When the inevitable finally happens 
does it get better or worse? 
My chest is feeling heavier. 
My chest is feeling lighter. 
When I say I’m trying, 

I’m really trying. 

When I say I’m trying, 
I'm really trying. 


Ode to Spotify 


Oh, Spotity 

This awful place is beyond me 
Your sounds are my only escape 
From loud, filthy mouths 

Take me somewhere else 

| pay money for no interruptions 
Atleast half the time 

So please take me 

I’m tired of the racket 


Only you give me peace 


Oh, Spotify 

My thoughts are deafening 

Clouding mind, aching chest 

Crawling up my body, into my brain 

I can’t stand it 

Let me push play 

Let me be someone else for just a moment 


Drown my repulsive thoughts 


Iam unclean ) 


Your sound is my only cleansing | 


Oh, Spotify 
Call me pathetic, crazy even ) 
But, who would understand? 

Your exasperating ads 

The way you close when the best part plays 


Your expensive subscription 

It’s all worth it 

You’re my only escape from the noise 
The noise of people 

The noise of my thoughts. 


parasite 


you never learn, 

screamed the wretched leech that resides in my mi 
You eat me bit by bit fe 
until 1am no longer whole. 

My parasite died when I realized: 


you were the mistake. 
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Fiction 
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Happy 


“Why don’t you like getting dirty?” Abby’s head tilted 
to the side as she spoke. Tony looked over at the blonde-haired 


beauty next to him. His heartbeat bumped. Bump. Bump. The 
sky reflected the sea’s blue and the clouds floated in peace. The 
wind gently brushed the kids before gradually increasing and 
attacking them. Grass stabbed their thighs, even through her 
pink sundress and his navy blue shorts. Her eyes pierced 
through Tony’s like needles. He looked away. 

“It’s not that I don’t want to get dirty,” He confessed, 
“I’m just not allowed to.” 

She furrowed her brow. “Why?” 

Tony felt his face break in a cold sweat. A sense of panic 
filled his chest. He could only tell her so much. “Papa’ll get 
mad.” 

She groaned. “Your parents are so boring!” That 
statement alone stabbed Tony in the chest. “AZy parents don’t 
care if I get dirty. They just bathe me and laugh it off.” 

Tony winced. “Laugh it off?” She giggled. 


er 
ih eee 


“Ever heard of laughing?” She sarcastically remarked 


Before Tony got a chance to speak, she spoke. “You don’t 


bed 


laugh, not even with Felix! 

“I do laugh with Felix!” Tony sputtered, 

She giggled again. “Right. It’s an awkward chuckle, not 
even a laugh. It sounds fake.” 

“Fake?” Tony furrowed his brow with concern, He was 
quite offended by this. His reaction wasn’t what slic 
anticipated, causing her to frown. She put her arm around the 
boy and gave him a reassuring look. 

“Not being mean! I just think you should lighten up! 
Laugh more, smile more...” She trailed. Despite that 
enthusiastic tone that Tony adored from the blonde, he 
continued to look away from her. 

“But, I don’t like my smile.” He mumbled. She felt that 
stabbing feeling now. 

“What? She looked at Tony with eyes that deemed 
him insane. This isn’t something the other boys at school say. 
“Why not?” 

“T just don’t.” 


“Do you have yellow teeth?” 


“No.” 
“Metal teeth?” 
“No!” 

“Bleeding teeth-?” Tony became irritated quickly, He 
pushed her away. His tone got aggressive. 

“Stop! I just don’t like it, /eave me alone!” He stared at 
her for a moment with wide eyes. Her eyes turned sad. Her 
words shrunk down into a pit of speechlessness. Sulky silence 
filled the air before Abby got up on her feet. Tony’s eyes 
followed and he quickly came up to his feet. “Wait, I’m sorry-!” 

“But, you said to leave you alone!” She exclaimed. 

“I didn’t mean it!” Tony whined slightly. “I’m sorry, 
just don’t leave!” 

“Don’t say things you don’t mean, Tony! That’s not 
nice!” 

“Well, it’s not nice to get in my business and then deave 
when I don’t let you!” 


“I just want you to be happy!” Abby whined, “You 


used to be happy, why aren’t you happy anymore?!” 
Tony stared down at her lifeless body. His hearths 5 
bumped. Bump. Bump. The gleam in her piercing blue eyes Wi 
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| * He stepped towards the bed where her body lay and 
kissed her on the cheek. Her skin was cold. The sparkle in those 


piercing eyes dulled. He let out a lustful, weak whisper, 


“[’m happy now, my love.” 
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The Final Straw 


October, something happened. Manyonee 


In n 
headlines and articles had that topic in big black ink for a good 
two weeks. Mayor Kristin Black dies at 49 years old after bee 
strangled to death in ber own home. There were several title 
worded in different ways, and they all meant the same hing 
But, the words the news reporter uttered on the TV se; ted 
Tony for life. 

“51-year-old Michael Black is facing death row or th 
murder of Kristin Black, mayor of Thompson Hill, California 
Laura, their neighbor, claims to be a good friend of Kristi 
When she heard yelling from their house, she called homp 
Hill Police to report what she heard. According to Laur. 
Black was ‘screaming for bim to stop hitting her’. She he 
shattering, then—” The TV shuts off suddenl a re 

ay 


his head around to see his Mama standir ¢ ther 


eyes. He didn’t say anything as he look 
played the newsman’s words over and o1 

The memory swiftly s ppec 
he slowly opened his dim, aml : 


jooked over at his chair to see his uniform Washed, ironed, and 
folded. He dressed himself and headed to the bathroom for his 
morning routine the same as the day before, Tony lifted his 
head at the big bathroom mirror, reflecting his despair, He 
sighed and dragged himself back to his bedroom to put socks 
on. He hunched over and pulled them on. He checked his 
clock only to jump, grab his backpack, shove his feet in his 
shoes, and run. It was 6:45; Tony’s bus was here! He shuffled 
downstairs quickly, almost tripping. He stumbled to the door 
and saw the bus accelerate away. He watched in disbelief before 
dropping to his knees and sobbing into his hands. It’s October! 
He should know when to wake up! Tony felt so stupid and 
frustrated with himself. Every frustrated sob was muffled by his 
hands. He frantically put his hands together to mutter 
panicked prayers. 

“Please know I am no faithless sinner, God, I will never 
miss my bus again—” He abruptly stopped when he heard 
footsteps coming downstairs. He brought his hands down and 
fixed his posture. 

Please don’t come down, Tony mentally begged. Please. 


Mama came around the corner and she gasped. 
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“Tony! Did you miss your bus?” She asked. Tony hung 
his head, his hair draped over his face, nodding with shame 
Mama sighed. He heard keys jingle and he lifted his head, 

“C’mon, I'll take you.” Tony was shocked but had no 
reaction time as he got up and headed outside. Tony opened | 
her white 2007 Toyota Prius and hopped in. He looked down 
to avoid all eye contact. He put on his seatbelt, the car started: a 
discussion was inevitable. 

“Sweetheart, did you stay up?” 

“Pm sorry.” 

Mama sighed. “Hun, I don’t need you to be 50779; just 
don’t do it again. I won't always be the one coming downstairs 
to save you, understood?” Tony’s heart jumped. He knew what 


the consequences would’ve been if Papa had come down 


instead. 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


“Good,” Mama said as she pulled up to the school. nt 
love you, have a great day.” She leaned over to kiss him on the 
head. He nodded before he got out of the car and went inside. 

Next thing he knew, he was on time, seated with his 


pencil on his desk. He inhaled the honey-smelling atmosphere 
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and exhaled. This new, peaceful energy filled him with 


positivity: That was until Felix threw a small paper ball at his 


head. His friends, Gabe and Abe, 


were snickering as Tony’s 
head flipped towards them. He gave them a dirty look before 
turning back around. His delighted smile became an annoyed 
frown. 

“Open it!” Felix loudly whispered. Tony turned to give 
them another dirty look before leaning down to get it. He 
opened the crumpled-up paper to read it: “Your hair’s breaking 
with all that gel Mommy puts in it.” Tony growled in 
frustration as he crumpled the paper and got up to trash it. 
Felix and his friends busted up laughing. 

Time passed quickly before it was lunchtime. He had 
more classes with Felix and he was harassed in ail of them. It 
made him furious. As Tony made his way to lunch, Felix and 
his friends followed. He could hear their whispers. 

“I saw his mom’s car,” muttered Abe. “I think she took 
him to school.” 

“I bet he slept in,” giggled Gabe. 

“Please, he’s Mommy’s special boy,” Felix mocked, “he 
can’t walk to school!” 
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Tony has had enough. He twisted ; 


iece. “Stop!” The boy exc 
They looked at hin 


p laimed. Felix and i 


twisted into weird looks. 


looks while Felix just smirked with crossed arn 


and leaned down. 
“Stop sayin’ the truth?” 
“No—” Tony started. 
“Oh, oh! That’s right. Y’ don’t thi ky 
know it!” Tony opened his mouth before Fe 
“Get!” Abe and Gabe laughed as Tony stun 
stared up at Felix, his body growing jitte ry. 
harassment, there was only so much more h 
just kept pushing him; literally and metap 
pushing since 2nd grade. 4 years’ wor | 3 
noticed this hundred-yard stare int 
winced, furrowing his brow. 3 
“Quit staring at me like tha 
teeth defensively. Tony ta kled I F 
He didn’t take . ca | 


do?” a 
§ ey yas the fF 


i of 


bl * 
b ae 
it ba _¥; wh $ f > 
, ae asd pian 


d _ ‘ aN 4; 
had no reley 
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Felix yelped in shock as he tried shoving Tony off of 
him. The two other boys immediately backed away. Felix 
scoffed in betrayal as he struggled before Tony socked him 
directly in the nose. 

“Pve had enough! I'm sick of your pranks! I’m sick of 
your badgering! I’m sick of you!” Felix couldn’t interject as 
Tony slammed his face with his fist. There were nothing but 
painful, gushing blows. He was all bark and no bite. Felix 
grunted as he attempted to punch Tony back or push him off. 
Dark blood splattered onto Tony’s fist. 

“Quit hitting me!” Felix shrieked. The teachers were 
finally alert. Their footsteps could be heard thrashing against 
the thin carpet. Students passing were gawking at the situation; 
some were chanting for a fight. Teachers were insisting 
everyone to go to their classrooms or lunch. All of this noise 
made Tony’s adrenaline rise through the roof. Tony screamed 


and wrapped his hands around Felix’s throat, shaking him 


violently. Encouragement became terrified screeching. A 
teacher came over to try and pull Tony off. 


“Let go!” The teacher exclaimed. The teacher yanked 


him off. His arms were being locked back by the teacher 
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holding onto him. As Tony was lifted, he saw blood Pouring 
out of his face. Felix’s whole body was still. His eyes widened in | 


fear. 


A whole week had passed since the incident. It felt slow 
and painful. It was like his living purgatory. Tony was set to be 
tried as an adult, but his lawyer managed to use something 
called “crime of passion” and “reason of insanity”. That’s all he 
could process. He was only in 6th grade, he didn’t know how 
legal things worked. The day it happened, Papa punished him. 
His Mama and Papa were confronted when they saw bruises. 
Now, he’s in a hospital far from home and going to be there for 
a while. Ever since then, he’s felt nothing but regret and shame 
for what he’s done. It could’ve been resolved differently, but it’s 
too late. Tony’s getting the help he doesn’t think he deserves. 


The world around him is a dream. 


A bad dream where he can never wake up. 


Buckeye 


The rocks under Tony’s shoes crumbled and crunched 
as he walked along the bumpy gravel. He kicked any big rocks 
that sat in his way. Tony had a pattern with each rock; every 
one resembled his Father’s stupid face. 

Kick. Shove. Kick. 

He continued that pattern until what felt like a mini 
boulder struck the back of his head. He gasped in surprise as he 
flipped his head around to confront the person who threw it. 

“Hey!” He exclaimed. His face then softened to see 
nobody was there. But, now he’s horrified. Where did that rock 
come from? He looked down to see what was thrown at him — 
it was not a rock. It was a big, black— 

It moved! Bug! 

Tony yelped with a harsh jump. He stared at this bug to 
see if it would move. He was preparing himself for this bug - or 
thing ~ that would grow legs and crawl up his leg to eat him 

alive! However, for as long as he stared, he realized it wasn’t a 
bug. It wasn’t living at all. It was still. 

Tony huffed as he hesitantly picked it up to embrace it 


in his hand. He held it closer to his eye to examine it. He firmly 
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een his hand’s embrace to see if he could somehow bre 
it. It hurt a little. But, the texture sort of reminded him i. 


those hard, plastic fruit toys he had as a kid. Did it smell? H, 


took a whiff of it. This smell wasn’t pleasant or unpleasant, He 
blinked before he smelled it again. But, after smelling it once 


he couldn’t smell it anymore. Where did this thing come from? 


What ts this? 


He then felt another hit his head. He scoffed and 
turned his head more gently than before, figuring he'd see 


nothing again. His eyes widened and he jumped when he 


realized he was wrong. Floyd and his friends were behind some 


bushes, snickering before scurrying off. 


“Hey!” Tony shrieked and bolted after them. “You — 
bastards! Get back here!” His vocal chords tore vith every 
wretched holler. His lungs were stress balls as they i nflated and 
squeezed. The air shooting out of his lungs i ch 
concerns though. That punk had a g sa 
considering he murdered his brother. It was 
he continued to torture Tony ane 


he deserved it anyway but, at the sar 
re 


put think that hillbilly should get a Sip. It’s not like he 
» perrorizes the town for killing Grandpa Mike. 

He was too lost in his head to pay attention to his 
gurroundings. yelling in defeat as he tripped and fell, He slowly 
lifted his head to see them continue to run away and laugh. His 
vision doubled and he felt himself get weak. He wasn’t what 
most would consider fit. All that running took a toll on him. 


Plus, he didn’t eat today. 
Crap. He didn’t eat today. 


Thud. 
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Stamp and Send Help 


March 19th, 1995 


My Dear Granny, 


[ hope you're well when you receive this, Granny My. 
[heard from Aunt Ruth that you’ve fallen ill and I wish the 
absolute best recovery for you. Is she taking care of you? Is that 
how she knows you're ill? Please let me know in your letter. If 
you could also share this with Aunt Ruth as well and have her 
write back, I would be forever grateful. Right now, I need your 
help. Francis has been punishing me for the wrong reasons, and 
I’m sick of it. I know this is sudden, but it’s urgent and I 
cannot wait any longer. I am only telling the women in our 
family as they'll understand better rather than the men. 

Just yesterday, he came home and I sat down on the 
couch. To avoid conflict, I kept myself pretty by fixing my 
posture and giving my best smile. I could tell that fool was 
pleased to see me by that lustful look in his eyes. 

“How was work, Francis?” I asked him. 

“Quite alright, doll.” He said before he came over ps 


the couch, and got on top of me. I knew exactly what was 
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appen. I was incredibly tuck 
gonna me y tuckered out, so I wasn’t teady 


for any of that. 


I giggled and nudged him. 

“Not now, tiger.” 

“Why not?” 

“T’m just not in the mood.” 

Despite me pulling his leg, he was furious. When I said 
that, he smacked me upside the head and told me that I do 
nothing useful around the house and that I never loved him. I'd 
have him know that I always have the house tidied up, dinner 
ready, dishes washed, the floor swept and mopped, and his bed 
sheets, and clothes washed and ironed. I work non-stop and he 
takes none of it into consideration. He comes home much later 
than he needs to and it makes me think that he’s going and 
drinking giggle water with some dumb Dora. I’m not allowed a 
say on that though, I’m just the one that cooks and cleans, 
tight? But no, as soon as I react to his anger, he’s a real pill. He 
tells me I’m crazy and I should “stop treating the man that 
‘“pports us this way”. At this point, I’m so frustrated with 
Francis that it makes me feel crazy! My eyes have been running 


like a river since I picked up this pen. I love him so much, but 
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he is only concerned with himself. He holds no regard to m 
1 


' 
needs and J want to continue our bloodline, but xoz With hi 
Im, 
[love you, Granny. I hate to put this on you while you're ill 

- & 


but I just need your help or at east support. God bless you and 
n 


get well soon. 


With love, Marie. 


March 23rd, 1925 


Elizabeth, 


I can explain my sudden rush to leave brunch on 
saturday. I wanted to talk much more, but it was half past the 
time I needed to be home. It was still rude of me and I 
apologize. I can make it up to you this coming Thursday if 
that’s not a problem, same time and place. Then, I will briefly 
explain what I want to talk about, but you mustn't tell anyone. 
You are the only friend Francis trusts me around since he 
thinks the rest of my friends are those scandalous Flapper girls. 
He says they will “t2fluence me,” whatever the Hellen that’s 
supposed to mean. I think he fancies you and believes you’re 
hotsy-totsy. We will discuss what’s needed in detail this 


Thursday. I hope you find yourself well, Lizzy. 


Your good friend, Marie. 
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March 24th, 1925 


Dearest Marie, 


Thursday sounds wonderful! I need to meet up with g 
friend beforehand, but | will make it. L also hope you find 
yourself well. [am intrigued by what you need to say, especially 
since you mentioned Francis thinking I’m a good influence. | 


didn’t expect that, but I’m charmed, to say the least. I will see 


you then, be well and don’t get yourself hurt. 


Love, Lizzy. 


Photo courtesy of Roger Viollet. Cafe et Cigarette, Paris, 1925 
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March 28th, 1925 
izabeth, 


A trusting, remarkable soul you are, Lizzy. I cannot 
begin to describe how safe I felt on Thursday talking to you, 
We laughed and giggled whilst I expressed my troubles at home, 
and you didn’t blame me for what I was going through. I felt at 
home for the first time in these 4 years of Francis’ treatment. ] 
would’ve stayed so much longer had I not had a curfew to 
meet. You’re the bee’s knees, and no friend could ever truly be 
like you. 

So why did you go give my husband the letter and tell 
him everything I said? He hid the pen, paper, envelopes, and 
everything so I couldn’t get a hold of anyone. My 
Grandmother is z//, for God’s sake, don’t you remember that? I 
can’t waltz up to her house and check up on her; she lives in 
Kansas! Is this what you wanted? Are you satisfied? Aren’t you 
just pleased with yourself? I trusted you. I thought there was 
mutual respect and a clear understanding that nobody was told. 


It seems that I have misunderstood. 


es 43 ow 


I took you fora bold, trustworthy woman, but YOu're just 4 
double-crossing pushover. I can only imagine what you and 
Francis do in your spare time now that I see who you are, [f 
you think you're such a keen woman, do mea favor and take 
him from me so I can find a man who wants to kill me if he 


can’t fondle me. 


Have a nice life. God be with you, Elizabeth. 


Marie. 
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Zavier Zipper Has Lots to Say! 


1; 
Zavier Zipper. He was quite sad. 


Moping and sulking, he felt quite bad. 


But, Zavier had a problem. His mouth was zip ped s| 
With no words to say, he was leftina 

3 
A lock sat latched to his lips on the side... 


...so, Zavier stayed quiet and held back his cries. 


Then, suddenly, Chatty Charlie « 

“What happened, Zavier?” He asked, 
S. | 
Zavier wept and looked away. 


What would Chatty Charlie know, anyway: 


vier rolled his eyes and kept his stance. 


When will he realize? He won’t understand. 


8. 
“Is this yours?” Charlie asked with his hand up high. 


Zavier looked over to him and his eyes grew wide. 
9. 
His face lit up as Charlie held his key! 
He thought, “How did he know this belonged to me?” 
10. 
Chatty Charlie reached down and put the key in. 
With his lips unlocked, he gave the boy a grin. 
if, 
“Can we be friends?” Charlie asked, "I like your smile.” 
Zavier nodded. He hasn't had such a friend in a while. 
12, 
“Great! Take my hand and let’s be tame! 
I’m Chatty Charlie, what’s your name?” 
13. 
Zavier took his hand as they walked away. 


“lm Zavier Zipper, and I have /ots to say!” 
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Be Superior, Feel Inferio;+ 


A One-Act Play 


CHARACTERS 


NED. wsseecsossgesvses a depressed college student 
works as a technician 


WOMAN #.yco aces a sassy, frustrated customer 
MR. JOHN UNDERWOOD .......... Ned’s boss who 
cares 

Time: Around 1 pm 

Place: “Resolve, Repair”, a 


technology repair store 
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SCENE 1 


NED IS SITTING AT HIS TALL 
HALF-CIRCLE DESK, WHICH TOWERS 
OVER HIM AS HE SITS; THE Top 
PART OF HIS HEAD IS VISIBLE. 
HE’S TYPING AWAY ON HIS LAPTOP 
WITH WHITE WIRED HEADPHONES IN, 
HIS HEAD LIGHTLY BOBBING TO THE 
MUSIC IN HIS EARS AND HIS BACK 
ARCHED TOWARDS HIS COMPUTER. 
AFTER ABOUT A MINUTE OF TYPING, 
A SASSY WOMAN ENTERS THE SCENE; 
HER PURSE HANGS ACROSS HER 
CHEST WHILE SHE HELD HER 
CHARGER AND PHONE IN HER LEFT 
HAND. HER HEELS CLICK AGAINST 
THE FLOOR AS SHE WALKS TO THE 
DESK. SHE STANDS THERE FOR A 
MOMENT, WAITING FOR NED TO 
NOTICE HER. SHE CHECKS HER 
WATCH AND LOOKS AROUND FOR A 
MOMENT. NOBODY ELSE IS THERE 
EXCEPT THEM. 


Hey, excuse me? 


| 
i 
| 


WOMAN: 


WOMAN: 


NED: 
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NED CONTINUES TO TYPE ON ugg 
COMPUTER, NOT REALIZING Tur 
WOMAN IS TALKING TO HIM; go yp 
IGNORES HER. THE WOMAN BECompe 
ANNOYED BY THIS. SHE SIGus 
DEEPLY BEFORE SPEAKING. HER 
TONE BECOMES MORE ANNOYED ayp 
INSISTENT. SHE QUICKLY TAPS Typ 
DESK. 


Excuse me? 


ABOUT A FEW SECONDS PASS Anp 
NED STILL DOESN’T NOTICE Tyr 
WOMAN. THE WOMAN IS IRRITATED 
NOW AND SHE RAISES HER VOICE, 


Hey! 


NED JUMPS AS HE HEARS SOMEONE 
YELLING, HIS HEAD SHOOTS UP Anp 
HE IMMEDIATELY TAKES A 
HEADPHONE OUT. HE LOOKS AT HER 
FOR A MOMENT BEFORE HIS 
EYEBROWS FURROW IN AN ANNOYED 
MANNER. HE PUTS HIS HEAD BACK 
DOWN TOWARDS HIS COMPUTER. 


Sorry, ma*am, » £imeon 
break. Find someone else. 


THE WOMAN’S HEAD MOVES Back 

SLIGHTLY, UNAPPRECIATIVE OF typ 
ATTITUDE. SHE LOOKS AT NED FoR 
A MOMENT BEFORE SPEAKING AGAIN. 


Well, sorry to have 


bothered you, but there’s 
nobody else out here. 


NED LOOKS UP AT HER AGAIN. 


What? 


HE LIFTS HIS HEAD QUICKLY 
BEFORE LOOKING AROUND TO SEF 
NOBODY THERE. HE SCOFFS, 


LOOKING AROUND QUICKLY IN 
DISBELIEF. 


Are you-?! 


NED STOPS HIMSELF AND SIGHS 
HARD. HE SLOWLY STANDS UP WITH 
A GROAN BEFORE JOLTING DOWNWARD 
AND HISSING IN PAIN RIGHT 
AFTER. HE HOLDS HIS LOWER BACK 
QUICKLY. HIS OTHER PALM WAS 
PRESSED TO THE DESK. THE OTHER 
LEANS ON THE DESK. 


What’s the issue? 


WOMAN: 


NED: 


NED: 


WOMAN: 


NED: 
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THE WOMAN SETS HER CHARGER ayp 
PHONE DOWN ON THE DESK. NEp 
LOOKS DOWN AT THEM AND PIcxs yp 
HER PHONE, LOOKING AT IT FRoy 
BACK TO FRONT AS SHE SPEAKs, 


My phone won’t charge and, 
for the little time it 
does, it freezes up ang 
dies. 


NED’S EYES LOOK UP AT HER, HIS 
HEAD REMAINING DOWN TOWARDS THR 
PHONE. HIS TONE BECOMES 


SARCASTIC. 
And how’d that happen? 


THE WOMAN SHAKES HER HEAD AND 
SHRUGS. NED SIGHS. 


Password. 

4321 
NED SNICKERS. HE PUTS THE 
PASSWORD IN, TAPPING THINGS ON 
IT. HE LOOKS AT THE PHONE FOR A 


MOMENT BEFORE LOOKING UP AT 
HER. 


Well, no offense, 
typically that 


battery. The mo: 


thingwl ’ve noticed when 
beoves like you come in 
is that they have Shag 
power-hungry apps running 
in the background Or are 
on their phone too much. 


THE WOMAN SCRUNCHES HER FACE UP 
INTO A CONFUSED LOOK. HER TONE 
IS ANGRY. 


And how am I supposed to 
know that? 


Simple. 


NED FLIPS THE PHONE SO SHE CAN 
SEE. HE HAS ALL OF HER BATTERY 
DATA PULLED UP. HIS TONE BECAME 
CONDESCENDING. 


See, you can find this 
cool thing in your 
settings called your 
battery data-— which shows 
that all your little apps 
here each take up about, I 
don’t know, 20% of your 
battery? You also have a 
setting that gives those 
apps full permission to 
drain your battery. 
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WOMAN: 


NED: 


WOMAN: 


NED: 


WOMAN: 
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THE WOMAN BLINKS. 


Are you seriously blaming 
this on me?! 


NED SMIRKS AND SHRUGS. 


I know it’s hard. But, 
hey, that’s what I’m here 
for! You can get some 
battery off Amazon that 
won’t deliver to your 
house until this weekend, 
or I can fix it in the 
next, say, 15 minutes - 
your choice. 


THE WOMAN SIGHS AND THINKS FOR 
A MOMENT. SHE THEN THROWS HER 
HANDS TO HER SIDES BEFORE 
REACHING IN HER PURSE. 


I’ll get it fixed today, 
then. 
NED SMILES. 


Great. That’1ll be $100. 


THE WOMAN STOPS GOING THROUGH 
HER PURSE AND SHOOTS HER HEAD 
UP TO LOOK AT HIM WITH WIDE 
EYES. 


You're kidding. A hundred 
dollars for a batter : 


NED INTERRUPTS HER, RAISING HIS 
VOICE. 


NED: Oh, I’1l make it 200 VE 
you’d like! Considering 
your attitude, I’d be more 
than happy to do so! 


WOMAN: My attitude-?! 


MR. UNDERWOOD, NED’S BOSS, 
HEARS THE RUCKUS AND QUICKLY 
WALKS ONTO THE SCENE. HIS TONE 
IS WORRISOME, YET HE REMAINS 
CALM. HE STANDS BESIDE NED. 


UNDERWOOD: Ay, ay, what’s going on? 


NED AND THE WOMAN BEGIN TALKING 
AT THE SAME TIME, THROWING 
ACCUSATIONS AT EACH OTHER 
BEFORE MR. UNDERWOOD WAVES HIS 
HANDS. ; 


Woah! One at a time, you 
two, Jesus! 


SILENCE FILLS THE STAGE. 


Thank you. Now ma’am, 
what’s the problem? 
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WOMAN: 


NED: 


UNDERWOOD: 
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THE WOMAN SIGHS. NED HAS HIg 
HANDS ON HIS HIPS AND BOTH og 
THE MEN LOOK AT HER. 


I told him that my phone 
isn’t charging and doesn’t 
wanna work and, I guess ; 
caught him on his break, 
so he’s had a petty 
attitude with me since- 


NED INTERRUPTED. 


Would ‘you like tt -if 1 

just waltzed up to your 
desk on your break and 

went - 


NED EXAGGERATES THE EVENT BY 
TAPPING LOUDLY ON THE DESK, 
RAISING HIS VOICE AND MOCKING 


HER PITCH. 


“Excuse me! Excuse me!” 


MR. UNDERWOOD STOOD BETWEEN 
THEM, FACING NED. 


Ned! 


We’re so SOrry, miss 

we’ ll get that Goverea f 
you -forwas Loy as 50. i 
Sounds good? 


THE WOMAN SIGHS WITH R 
SHE REACHES IN HER PUR 
PULLS OUT A $50 BILL. 


ELIEF As 
SE AND 


WOMAN: That makes way More sense 
than a hundred! 


MR. UNDERWOOD FURROWS HIS BROW. 


UNDERWOOD: A hundred? 


WOMAN: Yep, that’s what Ned here 


told me. 


MR. UNDERWOOD CROSSES HIS ARMS 
AND FACES NED, WHO SEEMS 
NONCHALANT TO THE WHOLE 
SITUATION. NED TRIES TO 
INTROJECT. 


NED: Mr. Underwood- 
UNDERWOOD CUTS HIM OFF, LEANING 
CLOSER TO NED. HE LOWERED HIS 


VOTCE: 


UNDERWOOD: We’re having a talk when 
we’re done here. 
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WOMAN: 


UNDERWOOD: 


NED: 
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NED DOESN’T REACT, ONLY SHRUgg 
wR. UNDERWOOD TURNS TO THE” 
WOMAN AGAIN AND TAKES HER Pion, 
OFF THE DESK. HE SPEAKS AT rg 
NORMAL VOLUME AGAIN. 


We'll have your battery 

replaced here soon! It 

shouldn’t take long, go 

you can just sit tight. 

Chairs are over there, 
MR. UNDERWOOD POINTS TOWARDS a 
COUPLE OF COMFY CHAIRS. THE 
WOMAN SMILES. 


Alright, thank you so 
much. 


SHE WALKS OVER TO A CHAIR AND 
SITS. MR. UNDERWOOD TURNS TO 
NED. NED IS ALREADY FIXING THE 
PHONE, POPPING THE CASE OFF AND 
OPENING IT, AND MAKING NO EYE 
CONTACT WITH HIS BOSS. THERE’S 
A MOMENT OF SILENCE AS MR. 
UNDERWOOD LEANS ON THE DESK, 
FACING HIM. 


Ned, what’s the deal, 
dude? Are you trying to 
get fired? 


I don’t care. Go ahead and 
fire me. 


UNDERWOOD: 


NED: 


UNDERWOOD: 


UNDERWOOD LOOKS CONCERNED NED 
REMAINS NONCHALANT. 


--+You don’t care? 


Nope. Go ahead and fire 
me. 


MR. UNDERWOOD HESITATES FOR A 
MOMENT BEFORE LOWERING HIS 
VOICE AND LEANING CLOSER. 


Is something going on? You 
can talk to me. 


NED LIFTS HIS HEAD AND FINALLY 
GIVES HIM EYE CONTACT. 


I know you care about 
being here and I wanna 
keep you around, but I 
can’t if you won’t talk to 
me. So, please, just help 
me out. 


NED REMAINS QUIET FOR A FEW 
SECONDS BEFORE LOOKING DOWN AT 
THE PHONE AGAIN. HE BEGINS 10 
SOB, STUFFING HIS FACE IN HIS 
HANDS. MR. UNDERWOOD 
IMMEDIATELY WRAPS HIS ARMS 
AROUND NED IN A COMFORTING WAY. 
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NED: 


UNDERWOOD: 


NED: 


UNDERWOOD: 
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Hey, hey! It’s alright, 
Ned let it out- 


I just want her back, 
John. I can’t stand 
another day without her, 


MR. UNDERWOOD TILTS HIS HEAD 
SLIGHTLY. 


Who? 


NED CONTINUES TO SOB. HOWEVER, 
THERE WAS ONE WORD HE MANAGED 
TO CHOKE OUT IN BETWEEN HIS 


SOBS. 


Amanda. 


UNDERWOOD SEEMS TO RECOGNIZE 
THIS NAME IMMEDIATELY. 


Oh, that dolly you used to 
bring here all the time! 
What about her? 


UNDERWOOD: 


THE WOMAN LOOKS UP AND SEES NeEp 
CRYING. SHE SEEMS CONCERNED, 
BUT NOT TOO PHASED. NED'S sops 
GREW HARDER, BUT HE CONTINUED 
TO BABBLE AND RAISE HIS voIcr. 


She was talking to her ex 
the past 3 years I've been 
in college, John! She told 
me she dumped me a long 
time ago but we still 
kissed and cuddled every 
night, I don't 
understand-! 


JOHN RUBS NED’S BACK 
COMFORTINGLY. HIS VOICE IS 
SOFT. 


Ned, hey... look at me. 


NED SLOWLY LIFTS HIS HEAD AT 
MR. UNDERWOOD. 


She was using you, dude. 
She wasn’t worth being in 
your life in the first 
place. 


MR. UNDERWOOD SIGHS. 


I'm sorry, but I could see 
it from the beginning. 
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NED: 


underwood: 
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When you'd bring her 
around, you'd be looking 
all happy ~- but she’q ust 
sit there and do nothing, 
The most she’d do is 
bother you while you Were 
working to grab her food 
or something. 


THE STAGE IS SILENT FOR A 
MOMENT. NED LOOKS DOWN AT THp 
PHONE AND STARTS FIXING IT 
AGAIN. 


That doesn't mean you have 
to stop caring. You don't 
have to hate your job or 
your life. Inevitably, 

you're gonna be happier 
without her — she can be 
stuck up somewhere else! 
You're you. You'x6 your 
person. Your happiness 


NED SNIFFLES. 
But, I invested so mu 
Everything I did wa 
her, what's the po: 


Caring anymore? ~ 


No, Ned. Everythi 
is for you. , 


NED LOOKS UP at MR. UNDERWOOD 
AGAIN. 


Sure, she was a Motive! 
But; “if Everything you did 
was really for her, then 
she should've done the 
Same for you. She could've 
at least taken an interest 
in what made you happy and 
she didn't. She just 
wanted your money and 
affection. It shows, 
especially since she was 
messing with her previous 
boyfriend and you. 


NED IS SILENT BEFORE HE SIGHS. 
HE SITS DOWN IN HIS CHAIR. 


NED: You”re* right.“ Fm sorry 
for the way I’ve been 
acting... towards you and 
the customers. I just wish 
I wasn’t so stupid and- 


NED AND MR. UNDERWOOD’S VOICES 
OVERLAP. 


UNDERWOOD/NED: Let it happen. 
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UNDERWOOD: 


NED: 


UNDERWOOD: 


NED TURNS HIS HEAD AND LOOKs AT 


MR. UNDERWOOD IN AWE. 


I know where you’re at, 
Ned. I’ve been there - 


UNDERWOOD POINTS AT THE WOMAN. 


She’s been there. But, it 
wasn’t your fault. 


MR. UNDERWOOD PUTS AN ARM ON 
NED’S SHOULDER. 


Now, how does a day off 
tomorrow sound? Like a 
mental health day of some 
sort? 


NED IS THROWN OFF BY THIS. 


But- aren’t you gonna need 


my help? 
UNDERWOOD SHRUGS. 


Almost everyone is here. | 


We’ll be pretty © 
overstaffed anyway 

would much rath 
relax rather thi 


oe. 


customers poor! 


UNDERWOOD CHUCKLES AND THEN 
RAISES HIS EYEBROWS. 


Think about t2 too, 


Okay? 
NED HESITATED, THEN NODDED. MR 
UNDERWOOD PATS HIM ON THE 
SHOULDER. 


Atta boy. Now, fix Miss 
Scarlett’s Phone here, 


YOu can go finish your 
break, alright? 


and 


NED: Wait, you know her? 


UNDERWOOD CHUCKLES. 


UNDERWOOD: 


Yeah! She’s the Director’s 
wife! 


NED’S EYES WIDEN AS HE SLOWLY 
TURNS HIS GAZE TO THE WOMAN, 
WHO HAPPENS TO BE THE 
DIRECTOR’S WIFE. THE WOMAN 
STARES AT HIM, LEGS CROSSED. 


WOMAN : You’ re lucky I’m letting 


YOu off the hook, Mr. Wilson. 
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SHE DIRECTS HER GAZE TO MR, 
UNDERWOOD. 


You too, John! 


UNDERWOOD HOLDS HIS HANDS UP In 
DEFENSE AND CHUCKLES. 


CURTAIN. } 
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Chaos’ Guide to a Happier Existence 


Your lite is full of accomplishments. However, 
accomplishments come with disappointments. There’s 
nothing wrong with having disappointments in your life, 
though! How you cope with those disappointments is the 
only thing that matters. When I need to get over a loss or 
disappointment, I turn to my five favorite things. Or, rather, 


my guide to a happier existence. 


1. Drawing/Animating 


When I draw or animate, I feel loose. I feel 
quite better than I did before I started. Something 
could happen and my first instinct is to draw. It could 
be my emotions towards said event, what happened, 
what I wish I could do, etc. I feel lucky to have this ; 
ability; it just sucks whenever I can’t draw and have 
nothing. Sometimes, drawing while upset makes me 


feel more stressed because I feel obligated to make the 


piece pretty and presentable. I've realized that if I just 
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draw out my feelings, I'll release at least q few droplet 
of how I’m feeling. I’d rather have a CUP tO spill than 
gallon. It even helps me look back and think of either 
how I was overreacting or what I learned from that 
event. There was a time when I drew out MY emotions 
and I later ripped it up and threw it away because | 
released my emotions, but seeing it all the time in my 
notebook didn’t help me heal from it. Back to the Cases 
where I can’t draw or animate, I hate feeling empty 
when I can’t do it. However, some of us havea very big 
imagination (or a mental disorder), so we can | 


daydream. That being said, if I can’t work with my 


hands, I'll work with my head instead, 


Daydreaming 


I’m also grateful for the 4 


inspired. On the other hand, it can get in the way of m 
y 


schooling or I have harmful daydreams that | don’t 


mean to have. Daydreaming, however 
> 


helps me 


through internal and external conflicts, It’s helped me 


act out my worst decisions to make my best choices 


But, not all premeditated choices are good ones, 


3. Music 


Music is one of my biggest joys. It’s what 
makes most if not all of my ideas. I’m not someone that 
pays attention to genre. I like music that makes my 
simple little brain happy. Sound and visuals, I say, are 
way easier to comprehend than words on a page or 
screen. Like daydreams, sick beats and specific songs 
take me somewhere else. Somewhere _ better, 
somewhere worse. I highly recommend keeping 
daydreams positive and even your music positive to 


alleviate your mood. 
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4. YouTube 


I know this makes me sound like a child who 
had somewhat unrestricted internet access, but I was 4 
child with somewhat unrestricted internet access 
YouTube was there to help me figure out what I liked. 
If it looked cool, I clicked. It wasn’t always what | 
expected, of course, but more than half of the content] : 
found made me the person I am. Fast forward to today, | 
I still watch YouTube! Sometimes Instagram Reels, 
occasionally TikTok, or even Shorts. I, however, like to 
just watch regular YouTube while I eat. I mostly watch 
documentaries about internet degenerates to feel good 
about myself, memes, compilations; whatever I please! 


I believe it’s better to not have a common assortment 


of short videos and expand our attention spans. 


Finally, can we collectively agree that we all 
need a nap? Naps and sleep in general are perfect when 
things get stressful for me. It’s a true form of escape, as 
I’m no longer conscious! I love to dream, especially 
during my naps! My hour-long nap dreams are almost 
better than my regular 7-8 hour sleep dreams. My 
dreams help me with great ideas, just like music and 
daydreaming. It’s like the power of both at the same 


time. Plus, sleep is not for the weak! 


six words that describe a particularly ill t 


Love 


My favorite thing is always you. 


I think they’re look 


Family 


Such wonderful people. I appreciate them. 


I create for happin 


Consequence 


I thought losing myself was beneficial. 
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Ifa word is quoted, it was a word I used often 


| 
| 
Encyclopedia of 2023 
| 


Acceptance, Anxiety, Airbnb, April, A little bit of therapy, 
Archive of Our Own, “Accusatory”, Aquarium at the 
Boardwalk 


Branson, Boundaries, Betrayal 


Computer Animation, Cutting off abuser, Cheating, Crying, 
Chest pain, Craft party, Calm, Call of Duty, Candy, Comicon 


Dissociation, Distancing, Discord (the app, not the word) 
Experience, “Ew” 
Fear, Family, “Frick” 


Growth, Gorillaz, Giancane, GTAS, Getting back on 
Instagram after a year, German, Good Omens, Go-Karts 


Healing, Hot (weather and physically, of course) 
Intrusive thoughts, Isolation, Improvement 

“Joyous”, Job experience, Jack Stauber 

Kansas City Art Institute, Kellen Goff, Kicking myself 


Loving, Losing, Learning 
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Marble Hornets, Maturity, Making amends, Money, My. 
Madness Combat, Mental Decline 


Nirvana, New headphones, “No”, New comfort swe ter 


Overthinking, Overbearing, October 


Papa Roach, Practicing positivity, Pettiness, Passing out 
(sleep-wise, don’t worry) 


Quiktrip, Quotes, “Queer” 
Reels, Reflection, Robin Lord ‘Taylor, Renfield 


Shinedown, Spotify, Stronger bonds, Strappare 
Self-Awareness, Self-Discovery, Staying up, Schoo is 


Taco Bell, ‘Trying 
Understanding, Unpredictable 
Vanilla Perfume, Virtual Reality 


Walking, Work, “Watch your lang 
Wax museum 


YouTube, Your Favorite M tian (TI 
obviously) 2a 


rs ye _Tcouldn’t t nk 
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Reddit 


Reddit is a communication-based website and app. It’s 
1 place where most people can share their stories, polls, art, 
fanfictions, opinions, and much more. Every social media has 
its pros and cons as well as its group of distasteful people. It all 
depends on who you involve yourself with; or where, rather. [’l] 
briefly explain any terms that I use so those who don’t use 
Reddit can understand better. 

Everything has a dedicated place, which are called 
subreddits. They always begin with “r/”: r/copypasta, r/ftm, 
t/this, r/that. Every subreddit has their own sets of rules made 
by moderators (or mods, for short); if you don’t follow those 
rules, your post could be deleted, or, worst case, you can be 
banned from that subreddit for good. But, if you read the rules 
on each subreddit, you’ll be okay. Even a slight skim will help 
make sense to you; unless the mods are way too complex and 
strict to save their life and will pluck every little rule-bending 
post before slamming it into the trash. It sucks, especially when 
the post is important for the time being that it was up and 
people commented on it for hours before it was taken down. Is 


that based on personal experience? Yes. 
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But, when things on subreddits stay up and People like 
your stuff, you can receive what’s called post karma. You et 
also have comment karma which is from people agreeing with 
or upvoting your comment. Both add up to your total karma 
on your profile. Let’s say you have 5 comment karma and 5 
post karma: you have 10 karma total! It’s sweet until you realize 
that this gets you nowhere in some subreddits. In theory, some 
are strict about how much karma you have to make sure you’re 
not a spammer or bot. You also have gold, which is Reddit’s 
currency. I don’t have any, so I don’t have a lot of say on how it 
works. I assume it’s like any currency on apps: buy currency, 
buy useless things like outfits or cool profile decor with the 
currency, and repeat. A final term that’s useful to know is what 
we Reddit users call ourselves. You'll never guess, but we're 
referred to as Redditors. Who would’ve thought? (The sarcasm 
is strong here). 

I found on r/NoStupidQuestions that Reddit is a play 
on words. Its name origin was made to be a play on the phrase, 
“(I) read it.” (which is new knowledge for me, actually). I 


couldn’t tell you the whole history of how Reddit came to be, 


as every source I can find explains it in a way that I don’t have 
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Sipe brain capacity for. However, Yl give my hey 


understanding. 


‘In 2005, two college roommates 8ot together during 
spring break and went to this Big Business guys’ lecture, They 
all talked after the fact, wanting an app for food orders through 
SMS. Essentially, it was intended to be DoorDash: 2000s 
edition. Needless to say, that didn’t work out. So, for a new 
pitch, the Business Guy said he wanted to make the “front page 
of the Internet”. A site meant for any news, content, and 
forums. The two men got into this thing called Y Combinator 
through the Big Businessman and finally, with some serious 
funding and coding, they launched Reddit the same year. 
What’s even better? They didn’t like that they had such an 
empty page so they made a bunch of fake accounts to make it 
look active. I don’t entirely blame them; we all have to start 
somewhere. The rest I can’t bother with; all due love and 
respect. 

In the cursed year that was 2020, I started to come 
across Reddit videos on YouTube. It was all screenshots of 


t/AskReddit posts made into commentary videos with the 


' All information stated is from Wikipedia and Britannica. 
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same monotone text-to-speech voice reading them. At the 
beginning of every video, they all said the same thing, 
“Subscribe right now or this cursed image will be under your 
bed tonight.” I never cared for the beginning of those Videos, 
because the most intriguing parts were always the videos 
contents. r/AskReddit always had questions like, “What is the 
craziest thing you saw a teacher do?” or “What’s your favorite 
question to ask people?”. Some questions can be slightly deeper 
than that, and some of the answers are even deeper and 
in-depth. J ate it all up, of course, because I had nothing better 
to do on the toilet in my horrible hunched posture, Eventually, 
14-year-old me felt a sudden need to be one of those answers in 
those videos. I made my account, gave my story, and went on 
my way (as far as I’m concerned, I never ended up in one of 
those videos). It's not like I didn’t know what Reddit was, but! 


only interacted with it when I came across cool fanart or 


yi 
I 
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| remember briefly bringing up Reddit to Dad. | can’t 
~ recall what its relevance was, but something stuck with me 
~ from that conversation; he used Reddit. Do I know if he still 
does? No. I doubt it because he doesn’t have the time for all 
that. He had told me that he knew a Russian hacker and that 
they had been friends for a long time. He was 24 in 2005, so 
I’m not shocked about that by any means. I can’t remember 
what else he told me, but that one thing did stick because I 
recall going, “Dad, you use Reddit?” and he went, “Yeah.” It 
made me realize that old Reddit users do exist. Recently, I had a 
thought: did he know about or use KiwiFarms, Something 
Awful, 4chan, or any of those sites that follow a similar 
audience? Lord knows. Maybe when he gets the time to sit 
down and read this, he’ll confirm it (love you, Dad). 
The pros of Reddit are probably the same amount as 
the cons. When you post on a subreddit, especially one with a 
ridiculous amount of reach, you can get real input from real 
people. Some are more detailed while others can give simple 
answers. During an abusive, 4-year-long situationship I was in, 
all I posted were things on r/BPD (I thought I had BPD at the 
time: Borderline Personality Disorder. It was just abuse 
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symptoms because I don’t experience them now). I posted 
about him a lot, venting, venting about my fears in = 


household (which were all misunderstandings because we were 


all a bit immature), and overall blowing things out of 


proportion because that’s all I knew. But, other Redditors kept 


me sane with their fles 


questions are my favorite because they help you think, 


hed-out responses, advice, and questions, 


The 
especially when the right ones are asked. Funny enough, the 


advice that I didn’t always like usually turned out to be right. 


That’s something I’ve mentally noted for the future. 


On the brighter side, 1 would get lots of upvotes on any 
art that I posted in certain fandoms, depending on how alive 


were. People in every fandom always had something good 


they 


to say to me and it gave me lots of karma. I have around 2,500 


posts and comment karma just from art and my crazy abuse 


victim posts. More than likely, it’s the art because my 
delusional things were sometimes downvoted and frowned 
upon because Reddit doesn’t favor posts that don’t provide 
context and don’t make sense; which is fair. Being on Reddit 
makes me feel like I’m surrounded by superiors; people who 


know what they’re doing. 
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The only time Reddit isn’t fun is when people argue, 
When the community isn’t your type and/or you don’t 
understand it well enough. A subreddit that you shouldn’t be 
in is one that you need to walk on eggshells for at all times, and 
not for the rules. You feel like you need to be a different person 
to prevent backlash. There was a time I posted on t/copypasta 
with a transphobic comment someone made; at the time, that 
seemed like serious copypasta material. I posted it, but I didn’t 
realize what I did wrong; I gave context. You’re not supposed 
to give context, I learned, because it seems to just ruin the 
humor of it at all. I got downvoted for it and was even asked, 
“Do you even know how r/copypasta works?” I, of course, 
acted like I did; which you should also never do. If you don’t 
know what you’re talking about in a subreddit, it’s best to not 
post it because these people somehow inevitably know better 
than you. There’s always that one person who's downvoted to 
hell because they said something mega against what the post 
tried to convey. Most of the time, it’s mutually agreed that 
what the downvoted person said wasn’t needed or nice. The 
worst part, though, is that the downvoted person will get 
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dogpiled in bigger communities. Sometimes, it’s deserved, but 
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‘ac because of an ignorant comme 
it can get bad. 100+ replies b g oe 


No thanks. Reddit is the embodiment of the phrase, “nor my 


» 
circus, not my monkeys - 


Even with its degenerates and insane judgment; I love 


Reddit. I get around on there and most of the advice I’ve 
received has been helpful and hurtful. The arguments I’ve 
gotten into can be frustrating and annoying, but they taught 
me to think. It taught me to have a few reads before 
impulsively posting or responding. It helped me understand 
that not everyone has the same place with the same people and 
the same opinions and that it’s not my problem. Right now, 
I’m not as active on Reddit. When I am, I always try to 
thoroughly read through a post someone made and apply 


advice when it’s my place to. Even so, I usually look at other 


comments for my judgment, because sometimes I don’t know 


where I should reside. After all, both seem right. Sometimes, | | 
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About the Disorganized who 


Alexander “Chaos” Nash is a silly, goofy guy who yells and 
daydreams too much. In more professional terms, he is an 
American arist and writer. When it comes to words, Alex can 
be at a loss. He can convey his thoughts through his 
biggest passion: art. His passion was what inspired the 
Stories inside this collection. With the help of teachers, 
friends, and family; his writing slowly but surely improved. 
He incorporates every piece of his personal life into 
characters and stories in hopes that someday, somehow, 
some way... someone will understand. 


Every story has real events that happen in the real world 
Everybody deserves a voice, and this is Alex's 


Thank you for buying, checking out, and/or considering m 
book! 


I love you. <3 
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